x wy Ml/u; lips to her lips how they grew: 


* — Till the hours of retirement and reſt; 
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ANew Lo e Son: 


We. ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I fove; 
oince Sylvia no longer is here: 
My flocks if at random taey ftray, 
What wonder if ſhe's from the plains, 
Her hand they were wont to obey, — ' 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the f vains; 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd. 
Io the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bower we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? Des | 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And :eard the fond ſtorits I told, 
How ſwcet was the thruſh from the ſpray ? 
Or the bleetin ot lambs from the fold? 


5 How oft weuld I ſpy out a charm, 
Which before had been hid from my view, 
And while arm was enfolded in arm, 
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How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 
| What pleaſure and pain each had paſt, 
Who lengeſt had lov'd, and who beſt, - 


No changes of place or of time. 
I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Flach ſeaſon that chequer'd the year, 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May ? 
Each morn br-ught contentment and eaſe, 
We roſe or to work or to play. 
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She's all mv fond wiſhes could aſk, , 72 
She had all the kind Gods could impart, | 
che was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 
There is all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that is lovely is _ A 
For the graces are t rong'd in her eyes, 
20 4 virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt, 


